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diamond bracelets, with emeralds and rubies filling
up the space left blank by their low-cut blouses.
These two have met in holy wedlock to produce
children to the greater glory of God. One look at
them and you stop and think and then rush to the
first dictionary you can lay hands on. The word
you are looking for is Sterilisation.
Not so long ago an Indian Society lady who knew
I had just returned from England asked me what
"school" I attended. 1 pointed out very apologeti-
cally that I had just finished Oxford. This interested
her intensely. She had been to England and had
mixed with the best of English people, she said. She
had spent whole week-ends in their country-houses
at their invitation. She had been presented at
Court, she added. All that, flung at me in rapid
succession, easily eclipsed my second at Oxford.
Someone then interrupted her long list of social
achievements and said that her own son-in-law had
also been a product of Oxford. " Oh, no, my dear/'
she promptly replied, "I ought to know. He was
educated at Balliol."
She was one of those marvellous women you
encounter in India, who go through life in a
limousine, sitting erect with bosoms stuck right out
lest anyone should miss seeing the priceless jewels
that they are wearing. In the presence of numerous
people she gave a gratuitous exposition of the essence
of filial duty, which was entirely for my benefit.